THE SECOND EVENING

" There's only a dash of absinthe in it."

" A dash you call it ?   I should call it the Arizona dam,"

" Now, don't pretend you can't tackle it, Pirate," the
host laughed. He was evidently trying hard to recapture
his professional ease of manner and lend to the dinner-
party this evening an illusion that it was one of the many
pleasant little dinner-parties in the small and intimate
society that diplomacy creates for itself in the lesser
capitals of Europe. Unfortunately, Waterlow, in his
present mood, chose to take the remark as a hit at his own
weakness and put the glass down angrily.

" You won't loosen my tongue that way," he said with
a scowl

Arthur grew desperately polite and begged to be allowed
to mix him another, but his guest declined.

" Do tell me, are you going to help Queenie ? "

*' That depends on her," said Waterlow shortly.

" I went round to the Pension just now, but she sent
word she was lying down with a bad headache and begged
me not to come up."

"What the devil do you want to go round to the
Pension for ? " Waterlow flamed. " Look here, Arthur^
either you've put that girl's future into my hands or you
haven't. If you have, I'll be much obliged if you'll keep
out of her way for the present"

Arthur stammered an apology.

" Even a junior Third Secretary ought to know better,"
Waterlow went on furiously. He was rejoicing in the
chance to give vent to his pent-up anxiety. " You handed
the girl over to me. Kindly don't interfere any more
in the matter. Her passport to England depends now on
me and what she can do for me."
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